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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Oh, sputter, logs. 

Oh, dream, Nancy. 
Time now for a beautiful child. 
Time now for a tall man to come. 



BABY FACE 

White Moon comes in on a baby face. 
The shafts across her bed are flimmering. 

Out on the land White Moon shines, 

Shines and glimmers against gnarled shadows, 

All silver to slow twisted shadows 

Falling across the long road that runs from the house. 

Keep a little of your beauty 
And some of your flimmering silver 
For her by the window to-night 
Where you come in, White Moon. 

EARLY MOON 

The baby moon, a canoe, a silver papoose canoe, sails and 

sails in the Indian west. 
A ring of silver foxes, a mist of silver foxes, sit and sit 

around the Indian moon. 
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Early Moon 

One yellow star for a runner, and rows of blue stars for 
more runners, keep a line of watchers. 

foxes, baby moon, runners, you are the panel of memory, 

fire-white writing to-night of the Red Man's dreams. 

Who squats, legs crossed and arms folded, matching its look 
against the moon-face, the star-faces, of the West? 

Who are the Mississippi Valley ghosts, of copper foreheads, 
riding wiry ponies in the night ? — no bridles, love- 
arms on the pony necks, riding in the night a long 
old trail? 

Why do they always come back when the silver foxes ;it 
around the early moon, a silver papoose, in the Indian 
west? 

ALIX 

The mare Alix breaks the world's trotting record one day. 
I see her heels flash down the dust of an Illinois race 
track on a summer afternoon. I see the timekeepers 
put their heads together over stop-watches, and call 
to the grand stand a split second is clipped off the old 
world's record and a new world's record fixed. 

1 see the mare Alix led away by men in undershirts and 

streaked faces. Dripping Alix in foam of white on 
the harness and shafts. And the men in undershirts 
kiss her ears and rub her nose, and tie- blankets on 
her, and take her away to have the sweat sponged. 
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